or this week. The transaction will need time, and vye command none.
Send off your couriers, by all means, Lord Marquis; but meanwhile
I must bring food into Naples, and I can't do that until I've chased
Filippino Doria from the Gulf."
"Which I've already declared to be a task beyond the resources at
our command," grumbled Giustiniani. "And I know something of
these matters."
Moncada, however, was not to be intimidated. A soldier of fortune,
nobly born and of a wide experience gathered under Cesare Borgia
and the great Gonsalvo de Cordoba, he had fought at sea against the
Moors and at one time had been Admiral of the Imperial fleet. He
was of a boldness almost without parallel in his day, and he indulged it
now. From dockyard and arsenal he had scraped together a force of
six ordinary traffic galleys, four feluccas, a couple of brigantines and
some fishing boats. With this ramshackle fleet he proposed to assail
the eight powerful, well-found war galleys with which Filippino held
the Gulf. He possessed no adequate ordnance, but what he lacked in
this he would make up in man-power by embarking a thousand
Spanish arquebusiers. That there were risks, grave risks, he was ready
to admit. But they had reached the desperate stage in which any risk
must be accepted, and, impatient of opposition, he looked to his
captains to remember it.
When he had forcibly expressed himself, del Vasto was the only
one who still ventured to oppose him. Such was his confidence that
he would willingly let Naples suffer plague and famine yet awhile; but
so as to save time, he would not hesitate to go to Genoa in person at
once and negotiate with Doria in the Emperor's name.
It was all in vain. There was no swaying Moncada. A Venetian
fleet under Lando was known to be on its way to reinforce Filippino.
Once it arrived, all chance of a break-through would be gone* He
dared not delay.
On that the council broke up, and the captains went about their
preparations for the adventure.
It proved an ill-conducted affair from the outset. The only chance
of an inferior forced success against a superior one lies in surprise, and
the chance of this which might so easily have been his, Moncada threw
away.
In the dark hours before the dawn of a, calm day of late May the
fleet, with the Viceroy himself in command, left the roadstead under
the heights of Posilipo, and reached its station on the eastern side of
Capri just as the sunrise cast a rosy glow upon the island bluffs. The
intention had been to set put at midnight so that under cover of dark-
ness they might lie in wait for Filippino as he cruised in the Gulf of
Salerno. But such had been the delays that the light of day came to
reveal the fleet to hostile eyes before the headlands of Capri could
supply a dissembling background,
To make matters worse, the chance of a night surprise being lost,
Moncada, that care-free soldier of fortune who for thirty years had
gaily carried his life in his hands, prepared for battle as for a wedding.